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One 


Author's Notes: 
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Gene knew he was doomed when he felt the need to shower before sex. 


For years people complained about his aversion to bathing after laborious shows-bandmates, roadies, 
management, everyone it seemed but the girls he fucked. The people who actually counted, as he took photos 
of their love holsters and meticulously pasted them with dates, times, locations, sometimes nicknames in his 
books. "Curly". "Stinky". "Mo". Then, really, who can protest about a little smell when they're receiving the best 
cumniligitis of their lifetime? 

It wasn't that he was lazy by any stretch of the imagination You don't create and run the most successful 
band in the world with idleness. 


No, his eternal musk was for two reasons. One, he could choose faster from the coop if he went from stage 
to hotel, sometimes still wearing his make-up. Eagerness for pussy trumped immediate cleanliness always. Two, 
it made him anxious to think about taking a shower with the others at the venue. Peter was such a Brooklyn 


dog, an adolescent who thought it was funny to hide towels or twist them into whips. Ace was just plain weird 
and would probably try to grab his dick, which was as, if not more, irritating than puerile roughhousing. Paul 


was equally suspicious of such antics, but for him obsessive sanitation conquered these fears. 


Sometimes even Paul turned his nose up at Gene once the rest of the group got to the hotel to visit the coop, 


arms folded over the front of his blouse for the night. 
"Just shower between girls, Gene. They'll appreciate it. Hell we all would” 


Another naysayer to disregard. Even after what he stiffly thought of as "the accident", Gene stubbornly stuck 
to his rancid ways, almost to spite the event. Paul, in turn, had become even more withdrawn offstage. He'd 
hear from people that between shows he was either writing or shopping, dropping thousands on furnishings for 
his home and wardrobe alone. The image of Paul staring at fabric, face alternately behind big Aviator glasses 
to hide his signature Starchild doe eyes or a Hermes scarf to shield his strong jaw haunted Gene at the most 


inopportune moments. He was worried, but could do nothing to address the issue when they weren't wheeling 


and dealing the KISS machine. 
Then, on Tom Snyder, there was finally a bridge. 
"Simmons, you gotta calm down" 


He sat in his dressing room chair still in his Demon make up, eyes burrowing into his reflection Some producer 
was in there trying to talk him out of wringing Ace's little neck, and truthfully only exacerbated Gene's darker 


urges. 


"lm going to throttle him. He's got to go." He could hear loud guffawing coming from the next room, repetition 

of the night's ‘jokes' and one-liners from the great star Ace Frehley. The noise only served to make him all the 
more irate, but the producer rolled his eyes and made a few more attempts at placating the bassist's bruised 
ego. 

"It was hilarious. You guys are fine. Great publicity all around” 

Gene abruptly slammed his palms on the vanity counter and spun around with his face twisted into a snarl, 


teeth gritted and eyes narrowed. 
"GET OUT! Get out right now!" 


The producer shrugged and opened the door before the wacko could spit fire at him. Gene stared at his 
clenched fists as he heard the man wish someone else good luck with the "Lizard". He didn't want to deal with 
anyone else unless the next person walking in had tits and a warm pussy, and even then he didn't need any 


more strained platitudes. 
"Gene?" 


His gaze shifted up to the edge of the mirror. Then, a sigh. 


"He's got to go. | don't care if Snyder liked him." Brooding silence, then, "He made me look like a putz" 


"He's just drunk like always. If he made you look like a putz, then he made himself look like a lush. A drunken 
fool." 


Gene shook his head, eyes focused square on the mirror's edge. "They loved it. He loved it. He came back here, 
said it himself. And where was Ace? Passed out. We looked so unprofessional, too wild, too.." Gene tensed, 
shaking his head faster. "Too messy. Too damn messy.” 

All his calculations, ruined on a whim. He could deal with a so-so album; there was always the next one. He 
could have even dealt with a tough interviewer like Snyder who seemed to think he had everyone figured out 
before they even sat down. But to have Ace so flagrantly disregard these plans, and for his little crony Peter 


to contribute to the unraveling was enough to bring out the real Demon, hellfire in him. 
A hand sat on his shoulder, clenching tight. 
"We lost control this time, but it won't happen again. We've worked too hard for this." 


In a stray moment of clarity amidst his red rage, Gene realized that this was the first time Paul had touched 
him since the accident. Even during the interview, when Gene was caught up in his jokes and touched his hand, 
he could feel him go rigid and jump his gaze from Tom to the offending extremity. They had talked plenty 
during and outside of the press, but Paul usually avoided looking Gene in the eye and behaved almost 
dismissively with clipped, terse speech. Not unusual for Paul when he felt sour about fuck-ups like Ace or 
Peter, but highly unusual towards Gene. 


Gene finally emerged from his musing to hear Paul talking, low and soothing, with hand still on his shoulder. 


Well, more specifically, the foam rubber of his armor. 


"and we'll be all right on this next album. | don't think Peter is going to make it, so we'll start with someone 
new. Someone fresh, who won't a complete fool of us like tonight. Ace isn't far behind. They're nice guys, but 
they're just not made for this. They're not made to by superstars like us." 


Gene was quiet, thinking, then turned around to look right at Paul. He was in his zone, that place he went to 
whenever they used to talk about how things were gonna be when they made it, someplace that put stars in 


his brown doe eyes. 


"You're the superstar. I'm just the big ugly oaf who has to shake his tongue to get attention. You'd probably 
be better without a schmuck like me, huh?" 


Those brown eyes narrowed and by the clench of Paul's jaw, Gene could tell this momentary display of 
weakness would not be accepted lightly. 


"What do you mean? Why would you say that? We, me and the guys-" He stopped mid-rant, pursing his red 
lips and throwing his gaze to an object on the other side of the room in a huff. "I need you." 


That was quiet, each word even in a way that made Gene stand abruptly and grab Paul's shoulders with a 
steady but strained resolve. 

"Then why are you ignoring me? Why did | feel like | was a stranded soldier out there, with Ace squawking and 
Peter chattering and you barely even looking at me? Look at me-" Paul was forced to by the minute shudder 
in Gene's voice, concern knitting his manicured brow as his partner continued, "You think | wanted that to 


happen?" 


"What the hell do you mean by that? That debacle out there tonight, with you boring everyone to death with 
your horror trivia bullshit?" He was cutting deep, shoving Gene's hands away and stepping back. More distance. 


"Or do you mean that-that mistake? That disgusting, embarrassing mistake?" 


"You can't even say it" Black eyes glinted the same way they always did when he was out for blood, on and 


offstage. "You can't even admit we-" 
"Don't turn this on mel | don't know what you want anymore! Sometimes | don't know YOU anymore!" 


Silence, empty chatter on the outside of the pair's confinement fading. Again, as in that moment. As in the 


mistake. 

Gazes bridged the distance, defiance to frustration. 

"You know exactly what | want" 

The carpet became a chasm to be breeched as Paul pulled farther back-purple satin against the wall-and Gene 
pushed forward-red satin swaying.- with neither gaze breaking contact right until the almost touch, only 
breaths grazing. 

A knock at the door. 


"Hey what're you two doin’ in there? You gotta get back to the hotel pronto!" 


Paul started to run, away from the interview, now, the mistake, that low-lidded gaze Gene got when he was 


stalking prey. Before he could get anywhere, Gene pulled him back and leaned down-no-into his black hair. 
"Come see me tonight." He muttered. Paul met him, that low-lidded gaze, wide-eyed and shaking his head. 


"No, you see me" He pushed back, finally reaching the door and casting the same scanning stare over his satin 


shoulder. Gene grit his teeth behind his tight-lipped frown, waiting. 
"Come clean or don't come at all." 


Such bluntness was rare in someone as calculating as Paul, but Gene did as he was told. 


And this is the first time he did it, for a solid thirty minutes. Ten for the soap and water, 20 squeezing his 
snake thinking about what was about to happen. Rather, what he wanted to happen. This was before he realized 
what he was in for, that this bathing thing was to become routine, and he enjoyed his last moments alone 


before facing his partner. 


Gene walked through the brightly lit pink hallway of their hotel, washed and on edge from a lack of his nightly 
pussy. He'd had one girl on the way over, but he was only serviced and promptly scrubbed away the evidence 
when he took his shower. She'd been cute too: Black hair, big brown eyes, full red lips.. 


He knocked once and only once. A brief moment of panic sent shocks through Gene, Maybe Paul had been 
kidding. Maybe he just wanted to see if Gene was stupid enough to think he would want anything to do with 
him outside of work, especially romantically. More accurately, sexually. Maybe He/She's getting her beauty sleep, 


Peter would snigger at this moment. 
The door slowly cracked open 
"Hurry up." 


Gene stumbled in, the door promptly slamming behind him. Nails dug into his forearm as his back hit the wall, 
cologne body wash inundating his senses until he felt spearmint breath against his face. 


"Did you shower? Because if you didn't | swear to God Gene-" 


"What, you can't tell?" Paul stopped mid-rant, mouth agape in a pause. Gene smirked. "I knew you wouldn't have 


me any other way." 


"Have you?" Paul sneered and walked away to the bathroom, throwing the light on. The fluorescence illuminated 
a counter full of creams and oils and lotions, a green one smearing beneath his eyes. "Gene when you say it 
like that you make it sound so.." 


Gene leaned off the wall and slowly made his way across the plush carpet to the King sized bed. He grinned at 


the silk pajamas Paul had meticulously lain out. 


"So uncouth. What | mean is, we have to have some order to this, understand? We can't just keep stalking 


around dressing rooms. That's a sure way to get caught!" 


Gene knew Paul wouldn't understand that, combined with his adorable overreactions, was what made it so 
exciting, so he was abnormally quiet. Instead he picked up the pajama top-lavender silk-and held it to his nose. 
Freshly laundered, soon to be bathed in the night's cologne. 


"I know you must think I'm a prude for thinking this is so queer, especially with Bill and Sean.. and | have to 
admit | have thought about it before...but that doesn't change the fact that it's wrong and it makes me 


nervous.” 


The shirt was back on the bed by the time Paul came back out, stepping beside Gene to smooth it back out. 


Noting the fresh scent in his black hair, Gene cursed himself for forgetting to wash his own mess of waves. 


"So what?" Paul dared to confront Gene's gaze, which had began to wander to the tie on his bathrobe. "What 
do you think we should do about this?" 


The final word had barely hit the air before Gene closed the space between them and pressed his full lips 
against Paul's still open mouth. Just as quickly he pulled back, smiling at Paul's stupor. Hunger filled his eyes, 


simultaneously frightening and arousing. 


"| think you talk too much." 
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Paul tried to stammer something, anything to buy more time. He still wasn't entirely sure why he had told 
Gene to come. To talk? To fight? To.. 


Gene touched Paul's cheek, just as he had all those nights ago to soothe away tears and make him smile. He 
saw the hesitation, the fear making Paul's eyes ever wider and his mouth frantic. The touch seemed to at 


least calm his lips into a deepset frown. 


"I know just as much as you do about all of this. | think tonight will be more productive if we just listen to our 


instinct..." 


Boldly, Gene took Paul's hand and guided it to his suede trousers. His gasp was audible and prompted Gene to 


chuckle. 
"All | could think about on the way here was you helping me out with this... 


Paul pulled away, shaking his head. Again, distance, this time with arms folded over the velvet of his robe. Gene 
decided this was going to be more work than he anticipated and steeld himself fpr the adventure. 


‘lm not trying to be one of your whores. I've known you long enough to know they all just end up in the trash. 
And I'm not trying to compete with Cher or Diana" 


"You're not -" 


"I know you're used to getting your way with people, but I'm not going to help you this time. I'm not going to 
help you fucking hurt me!" 
"Whoa whoa whoa!" Gene threw his hands up, haking his head while awkwardly laugjing. "Paul, man, listen, it's not 


like that, All | wanted to do tonight was be with you, be more than the Demon and Starchild with you. I'm not 


sure-" 


"What about what | want Gene, huh?" Paul was getting manic, stepping back further and starting to lose his 
cool. "You think it's easy to be some sort of sex object on stage and never fucking feel that offstage? You go 
to your girls, Peter goes to his wife and Ace goes to his booze. What do | have? The girls aren't enough, Gene. 
This band is all | have and if | ruin it - if we start something and | ruin it - if we ruin it -" 


It was starting again. The fracturing Gene had seen in the dressing room was staring again. Instinctively Gene 


did what knew best and tried to talk things out. 


"Are you kidding? Everyone loves you, Paul. You're the beauty, I'm the beast. People only want me to do circus 
tricks. You get to sing, to speak, to dance, to give everything you have to those crowds. And they give you 
everything back tenfold! | don't understand-" 


"Exactly, you don't understand! Everything is so black and white to you! Love isn't like that, but you'll never 
understand..you've never had to care about anything, about how to make people love you, like | have all my 


life!" 


Silence now, broken only by Paul's slow, deep breaths as taught by his doctor to calm himself, and the distant 
din of television and cars. Gene looked at Paul - mouth tense, brow furrowed - as Paul looked at the carpet - 
eyes wild, lips parted. Boots with a dollar sign on each ankle came into the same pane as his toes, soft and 


quiet on the floor. 


"If you want me to go, I'm not leaving" Paul's breathing quieted. "Not until you look me in the eye and tell me 


what you want." 


Paul thought for a while, worrying his lip with his teeth. Gene resisted temptation and waited. The patience he 
usually had for Paul's melodrama was infinite this night as time dissolved into short vignettes. 

Paul finally looked up at Gene. Paul's sweet, gentle, exhausted eyes were glassy. Gene's breath caught. Paul's 
bottom lip trembled a bit as his voice cracked. 


| want you..! want you to love me..| want you to love me, at least for tonight." 


Fightng it was no longer an option. Gene pulled Paul into his chest, holding him close as Paul attempted to 
suppress all these silly emotions threatening to bubble up and spill over his cheeks. 


Instead of the melodrama, he needed answers. Paul pressed himself against Gene- he really had bathed after 
the interview!-and leaned into him, sigh ghosting the other mar's stalled lips. 


Words were close but again stopped by the sudden impact of lips on lips, hands quick to wander soon after. 
Gene's immediately fell on the tie of Paul's robe, only to be gently refused. His teeth sank into pink flesh as 
punishment, only to be further pushed away onto the bed. Disregarding the fine clothing for this moment, Paul 
met Gene's gaze with his own as his hands slid down the velvet robe to the neat knot at his waist. The fingers 
hooked into the tie, slow and even. 


"Jesus, Paul" Gene breathed, watching and trying to control his urges for just a little longer. 


Paul's smile grew as Gene's eyes widened a few more centimeters with each inch of skin exposed by his falling 


robe. It slipped open and off one shoulder a bit, his head cocking to one side with the grin. 


"You want me to do everything?" 

His hand slid oven his stomach towards the nexus of his legs, a motion to break the ties binding Gene to the 
bed. He moved forward and pushed Paul onto the bed. Time was alternately clipped and infinite. 

Hands throwing off the robe. Slow, deep kissing. Hot, heavy breaths spreading across flushed skin. Eyes 
separate, focusing until catching each other mid-scan. 

"Y'know..this isn't exactly how | imagined this happening.’ 

Doe eyes were the first to break the stare, falling to coarse chest hair. 

"Me neither. | thought I'd at least get dinner..." 

Gene smiled and leaned down into another deep kiss, savoring the taste of Paul's open and willing mouth. 

"| could do that" He grabbed the yellow Bakelite phone on the nightstand and held it to his ear. "Yes hello room 
service, please send up you best lobsters to the two rock stars getting it on in room 501..yes we will be 
wearing handkerchiefs on our faces and nothing else...” 

Paul giggled and shook his head, arms wrapped around Gene's shoulders. "You're nuts." 


A smirk worked across Gene's lips. 


"No, yours." His hand moved down, Paul instinctively stiffening as his fingers trailed the hair across Paul's 


chest, stomach, between his long legs. 
"Ah, wait..!" Gene's calluses were already stroking Paul slowly and led him to whimper quietly. He quickly 
averted his wide eyes when he saw the sound had piqued Gene's urge for conquest even further, that smirk 


spreading even wider. 


"Relax. Just let me do the driving, hm?" 


Gene kissing his jaw, his neck, and still slowly caressing Paul's length. 
"| love when you beg..You want it that bad huh?" 
"| - uh - um." 


While Paul still wanted to talk about some things, to rationalize subjects such as why it felt so good to get 
jerked off by his bandmate and partner after all these years, Gene was resolved to work things out by doing. 


Silencing Paul's babbling with another torrid kiss, moving his hand away from Paul's sticky cock to his wrist, 


ignoring Paul's flinch at how unsanitary it was to be touched with his own precum and moving his hand to the 
button of his bellbottom jeans that strained to contain his own growing desire. Despite his trepidations, Paul 
tried to push forward and submit to Gene's touch, releasing his dick from his jeans and pulling it out to 
attempt some stroking himself. Gene grunted his approval, stopping Paul's clumsy palm only to get off the bed 
and finish stripping. 


Paul sat up on his forearms to watch, mesmerized by Gene's tall, strong frame that had begun to fill out 
significantly since he was that scrawny kid in a skull shirt. More frequent meals as their star began to rise in 
the industry had added girth to his long limbs. Where as Poul just felt fat when he gained weight, Gene 


actually looked solid, formidable, strong... 
"You have such a sexy body.” 


Paul caught himself staring and was surprised to realize Gene was giving him a thorough onceover, just like 
when selecting prey from the coop. The appraisal before the conquest. Recognizing this sort of lust in Gene's 
eyes and smug body language forced heat into his face as he shook his head. 


“Shut up." He muttered, looking away finally to the small table covered in a bouquet of roses from a pretty 
blond he tried to make it with before Gene came, but settled on some heavy petting and her phone number 
instead. He'd been distracted, truthfully, by the prospect of this moment. 


The blond had been a buxom Venus with an intoxicating accent, but inhaling her floral perfume had made him 
feel suffocated. Her hand on his cock had made him feel anxious. Now, as Gene joined him again on the King- 
sized bed, he was finally beginning to feel at peace. Despite his shy gaze still being affixed to the bedspread, 
this was exactly what he wanted. Gene's hand returned to his cock, his gasp eliciting a soft kiss to his shoulder 
as his partner leaned into him. 


"lm going to fuck you with the lights on" 

He'd caught Paul staring at the incandescent lamp beside them and surmised his nervousness was because he 
could see Paul- all 6 feet, | inch of his naked body - clearly for the first time. All the times he'd stolen 
glances in the dressing room something was in the way - a chair, a table, Ace drunkenly trying to do the 
Hustle - but now here they were, nothing in the way by time. 


“That's fine | guess..." 


Gene gently grabbed Paul's chin with his free hand and angled it so that Paul looked him in the eye. His black 


gaze was dark and salacious, both calming and maddening. 
"You guess? Don't act like you don't want it now. Say it.." 


"Say what?" 


Paul shuddered when Gene gave his cock a hard squeeze. He wanted to tell him it's not toothpaste and to calm 
down a bit, but Gene was already moving to sit on his haunches. One hand continued to stroke Paul's cock, a 
few fingers of the other licked before moving lower. 

"Say it" 

Gene calmly shoved his middle finger into Paul without warning. The man below him gave off the cutest yelp of 
surprise and pain, promptly covering his mouth as Gene began to slowly wriggle inside him. He reveled in the 
the wet warmth squeezing around his finger and tried his best to hold the Demon back. 

"Gene! That hurt..!" 

"Say it" 

"Gere..." 


"Say..it.." 


Paul bit his lip, blinking back those damn persistent tears as Gene added another finger inside him. The look 
Gene was giving him was bolder now, more intense. He recognized the look almost instantly, the same one he 
gave the crowd during "God of Thunder", the same one he gave the hottest girls before... 


"| want it.." He whispered. 


"You what?" Gene purred, thrusting his two fingers deeper and deeper with each stroke. Paul was beginning to 
writhe, eyes closed so tight his long lashes brushed his high cheekbones, mouth gasping wider and wider. 


"| - shit - | want it!" 

"Want what?" 

"| want..ugh..1 want you to FUCK ME!" 

Gene full lips bloomed into a smile. He reached down and grabbed the bottle of lube he'd brought from his 
jeans, still fingering Paul. His eyes twinkled when Paul desperately grabbed at his forgotten cock and began to 
jerk it himself. 

"My, my, mighty needy aren't we? Tell you what, I'll take care of that if you take care of mine..." 

Paul eagerly nodded and sat up, pushing the lube aside momentarily to pull Gene into another blistering kiss. If 
he thought too much, he'd ruin it. Instead, he grabbed Gene's cock and began to pump it slowly, then furiously 


depending on the fervor of their kiss. What started out as a rocky night was finally shaping up nicely for both 
men. The temperature in the hotel room seemed to be rising as Paul impatiently rubbed his body against 


Gene's, their sweat catching on the hair of each other's chests. 


Even more heat when his hand adjusted so that it could pull their cocks together and stroke both 
simultaneously. The sensations were about to send Paul over the edge - the heat, the skin on skin, Gene's 
tongue entangling his own, Gene's hands squeezing both his buttocks in a vice grip. Suddenly, an interruption, as 
Gene pulled him back by his long, curly hair. He grimaced momentarily, finally opening his eyes to view the 


Demon before him. 

"Lie down" He ordered softly, wiping a bit of spittle from Paul's lip. 

Stanley - crying, rationalizing, questioning - was finally gone, buried beneath Starchild, the Eros before him now 
who took his thumb in his mouth and suckled it, nothing but sin in the doe eyes gazing up at him. He did as 


told, humming a bit from the feeling of his sweat touching the sheets. Slowly blinking, his wet fingers moved 
from his cock, up his fit chest, to his lips. Teasing Gene. Ready to be ravished. 


After all that heat the lube felt a bit cold on Gene's palm, eliciting a "mmm" when he stroked it few times 
across his cock. Paul held his breath as Gene moved over him, pushing his legs up by his thighs to get a 
better angle. The waiting was tortuous and Paul was easing into embarrassment again, seeing his scrawny hairy 
legs in the air like this with Gene - a mass of curly hair as he prepared - above him. 


Centimeters from entry, Gene paused. 


"Is gonna hurt." He looked up, full lips smirked and eyes self-satisfied as ever. Paul felt his face flush as that 


embarrassment kicked in. 

"I know that dummy. Just do it!" 

The smirk widened, nearly a smile. Paul looked so good like this, at the edge of getting fucked. Florid and panting. 
Gene was surprised he had held back enough to not feast on every inch of this man. He would have to make 
this good to make sure Paul would be back. 

Gene worked the head in first and paused again, looking at Paul again for his reaction Eyes were shut, cleft jaw 
tight. He continued He could barely get the rest of his shaft in as he pushed further inside. Gene paused again, 
exasperated. Eyes still shit, mouth still tight. 

"Paul..you have to relax a little bit for me..." 

Paul opened his eyes a litle, squinting up at Gene. 


"| am..relaxed.." He muttered through gritted teeth. 


Gene chuckled, shaking his head. 


"While | enjoy your tight ass you are definitely..not relaxed." 
Paul tensed and forced Gene to shudder at the sudden tightness. 
"You try having a dick inside your ass for the first time Genel It's not exactly a walk in Central Park!" 


"Okay okay! Geez." Gene sighed and leaned down to meet Paul's lips for a soft kiss. Annoyed, Paul arched into 
Gene and opened his mouth for his tongue again. He wanted to go back to where they were a minutes ago, 
even if he also wanted to be claimed in this way by Gene's cock. He just wasn't ready! How could chicks deal 


with this shit? 


Gene complied, attempting to massage Paul's tension away with his tongue as the soft kiss turned harder, 
more intense as he slowly began to thrust deeper. Paul was too distracted by the kiss to notice any further 
breech, so Gene began to slowly slide back out. Paul moaned into the kiss and spread his legs a bit wider. The 
slow pace seemed to work until Paul's hips began to meet him in a shy attempt to bounce on his dick. Gene 
complied, pulling out of the kiss and moving to Paul's shoulders as he began to speed up gradually and force 
Paul to take all of him, faster. Soon, Paul's winces had dissolved into grunts, moans as Gene began to pump his 


tight hole good and deep. 


Gene inhaled the scent of the Starchild in the crook of his neck - hair, sweat, cologne, lust - before pulling 
back to push Paul's legs up more and get a better angle to rut faster and harder between his pink thighs. 
Moans, bedsprings tangled into the typical KISS hotel room cacophony that from the outside, could have 
sounded like the leaders of KISS were taking one groupie on a wild threesome ride. Paul, much more vocal 
compared to Gene's grunts a low "yeah"s, had to stop himself multiple times from groaning Gene's name too 
loud. His sighs and pants drove Gene wild, and he had to constantly check to make sure he wasn't fucking his 


lover too furiously. 
Lover..that had a nice ring to it.. 


During his pondering, Paul had locked his legs around his hips and was looking straight up at him with black 


waves all over his face, arms above his head, and mouth moving. 


"you, only you Gene. | only want to have all of this with you, no one else..forever..No one can make me feel 


the way that you do...” 
For once, it was was Paul rambling instead of Gene, and he seemed to mean every word of it too. 
"Paul..." 


Paul smiled. The smile from the dressing room when Gene had touched his cheek and brushed those tears 


away. The same determination in his eyes as after Tom Snyder. That smile... 


"KISS needs me..." 


Paul closed his eyes, lips parted. "Yeah..." 
"You need me.." 

Another, breathy. "Yeah." 

"Say it" 

"Mmph!" 

"Say it! 


"Oh Gene..!" Paul moved his hands from the pillow to grip Gene's arms, the pair shaking as Gene fucking 
became hard, furious, beseeching. Their hot breaths hastened. 


Finally, it came in a desperate wail 
"Genel | love you." 


A strong wash rushed through Gene as he released all the waiting, all the sidelong glances, all the accidental 
caresses, tears, laughs, words, endless words into Paul, whose lithe body tense once more from the sudden 
transfer of energy, memories, the words. Gene's grunts dissolved into heavy, unbridled panting, his dark eyes 
darting between beads of perspiration fall from black bangs sticking to Paul's forehead, through thick dark 
lashes, down his cheekbones, past his open and gasping lips, into the delicious looking nape of his long neck. 


Paul finally opened his eyes to see Gene grasping his hip, withdrawing his love gun from its warm, stretched 
holster. He squirmed watching a trail of hot white liquid connect Gene's cock to his asshole, feeling it leak out 


onto the sheets. 


Gene leaned into Paul, pressing their wet foreheads together as their exhales mingled and Paul's cum catching 


on the thickets of hair on their stomachs. 

"Um.." Paul shut his eyes and pursed the lips that ached to taste Gene one more time. "Shit..l didn't mean.” 
A callused finger halted any further attempts at stammering through reasoning. Paul's eyes searched Gene's 
dark gaze through his thick black lashes. Gene looked back into Paul's big brown eyes warmed by the bedside 
lamp. 


Still starry eyed, still never satisfied. 


Gene gave Paul that smile. That dressing room smile that had calmed his pounding heart to just fluttering, that 


dissolved his mania to smaller urges. Smile back. Blink slowly. Touch him. 


Breathe in. 


Breathe out. 


"| know." 


